CHAPTER 179 


October 23, 2011 


Cease to resist, giving my goodbye 
Drive my car into the ocean 

You'll think I'm dead, but | sail away 
On a wave of mutilation 


Justin was on his way to school, humming along to the buzzing of music in his ears, 
the crashing thunder of guitar bursting forth from his earbuds. Chie had a dentist 
appointment today, so she hadn'’t joined Justin on the way to school, and Yukiko had 
opted to walk to school with Yu today. Justin wasn’t too upset, truth be told, even if 
it seemed you would never catch him and Yukiko in a room alone. He was just 
happy to see Yu actually step up to the plate for once. He was much to timid when 
it came to this dating stuff. But then, so was Yukiko. You’d think it was a good thing 
that they had stuff in common, even silly things like that, but in truth, it really just 
counteracted everything, creating this artificial distance between the two. Like they 
were almost afraid of each other, even if they liked one another. One of these days 
it’d just click, Justin supposed. He couldn’t imagine those two really drifting apart, 
even if they weren’t really snapped into place quite yet. It was all just a matter of 
arranging the pieces of the puzzle where they needed to be. 


Yukiko and Yu’s love life aside however, that left Justin alone as he made his way to 
school, humming along to his music. In a way, it was nice just walking by himself. 
Justin always did enjoy solitude, even if he probably enjoyed being with Chie more. 
There was just something so alluring about everyone around you seeming to just 
disappear; to be alone. To no longer have to strive to be one of the group because 
there was no group to be part of. It could be a shitty sensation in large doses, but in 
hours or days at a time, it was pretty relaxing. Not that Justin could ever just 
layback for once without some kind of fucked up shit happening to him. Hell, all this 
time he hadn’t even known dark forces had been reenacting themselves in front of 
his own eyes. And when they weren't, his shadow tried to haunt his every dream. 
No, Justin could never just relax for once in his life; and today was no exception to 
that rule. 


“Justin Tylor, | presume.” Justin stopped dead in his tracks for a moment, a croaky 
voice calling out to him ever so softly yet forcefully. He was a bit confused; he didn’t 
recognize that voice, yet the person calling out to him clearly knew who he was. So 
unless this was a secret admirer or something, which Justin sure as hell hoped not 
for numerous reasons, he was going to assume the person in question’s knowledge 
of Justin was not a good sign. Hell, with the murderer clearly knowing where Yu and 


Justin lived, Justin was pretty on edge when it came to this stuff recently. If you had 
no reason to know Justin, then there was a good chance he was highly suspicious of 
you these days. Justin slowly turned about with confusion and caution, though 
glaring at the same time at the man who had called out to him. He was wearing all 
black and had grey hair, his eyes covered by sunglasses despite the fact that it was 
cloudy out today. Hell, it wouldn’t surprise Justin if it rained with how dark the 
clouds in the sky were. Point being, the guy was either a complete fucktard, or he 
was wearing those shades for a reason. 


“That’s my name alright, and dare | ask who YOU are?” Justin remarked with slight 
annoyance. He didn’t know what this man’s intentions were just yet, but you know 
how you get that deep gut feeling when something is really wrong? Yeah that was 
kind of what was going on here. The guy just reeked of suspiciousness, dressed all 
cloak and dagger and hiding in the corner. It was clear he didn’t want to be seen by 
anyone other than the teenager, which only set Justin on edge. He refused to 
approach the man; if he was going to do something, he’d better have the balls to do 
it in broad daylight. Because let me assure you, Justin wasn’t going to just go 
waltzing into the dark to be shanked to death by a man who for all he knew could 
be their killer. It seemed the suited man had been able to pick up on Justin’s 
reluctance too given that he slowly crept out of the shadow’s, eyes appraising the 
boy as he walked around him. It was pretty damn creepy, no denying that. If Justin 
wasn’t so confused and yet so intrigued by the strange man in front of him, he 
definitely would have punched the guy out right now. 


“Who | am isn’t important; it’s who you are.” The gentlemen remarked after a 
moment, deflecting the question. Okay, Justin was sincerely considering knocking 
this fucker’s teeth in right about now. You don’t just creep up on a teenager to be 
vague and mysterious. In fact, Justin was entirely positive that was illegal. What was 
the legal name for that crime...? Being a pedophile right? Whatever the crime was, 
it was clear that what he was here for wasn’t particularly something you’d want the 
public to know about. Which meant he shouldn’t have picked a loud mouth like 
Justin to be the target of whatever it is he was doing. All the same, Justin wasn’t 
amused, not in the slightest. He quickly yanked the earbuds out of his eardrums 
sensing this could potentially require a little more attention than he had originally 
hoped to give, crossing his arms after he slipped the device back into his back 
pocket. 


“It'll be awfully important if you don’t want me to call the cops on your ass. Now 
what the fuck do you want?” Justin remarked with annoyance. He got a feeling he 
wasn’t going to get a name out of this guy, but at the very least he was going to 
find out what his intentions were. And if there was going to be a problem, oh boy 
was he ready to react. The thing to consider when screwing with Justin is that he will 
counteract anything you try to do. He was stubborn like that; but even though it 
made him very unlikeable to a large majority of people, it did make him safe. That is 
why he did it in the first place after all. The mysterious gentlemen continued to 


examine to boy, circling around him before quickly stepping in front of Justin, 
practically jumping in his face. 


“Do you know about luminol reactions?” The stranger questioned frantically in such 
a manner as if her were posing a challenge to Justin. Justin just squinted his eye a 
bit, tilting his head to the side and raising his eyebrow. In a matter of seconds a 
man Justin had considered potentially being dangerous turned into a lunatic. Not to 
imply lunatics couldn’t be dangerous, but that was really starting to lean more 
towards the strange side of things. And besides, a man so mentally unstable surely 
would be easy to either A, out smart, or B, kick in the groin and run away. Still, even 
a man who simply failed to grasp reality was a less than desirable person to be 
around, and were it up to Justin, he’d be out of here already. But alas, you don’t just 
walk away from a crazy person. You never know what sharp object they’ve been 
hiding up their ass for just such an occasion as gutting you like a fish. 


“What?” Justin questioned with great exasperation. This easily had to be the 
strangest encounters he had ever had, and mind you, this is coming from a guy who 
lived in a bad neighborhood. Well, not so much as lived in a bad neighborhood as 
hung out at one. After all, his father WAS an FBI agent, and everyone knew it. You’d 
have to be stupid to try and pull any criminal activities in that neck of the 
neighborhood. No sir, it wasn’t Justin who had found himself in less than desirable 
living conditions: It was Maya lived in a bad neighborhood, and the alleyway they 
hung out at wasn’t that far off from her home. You'd be surprised how many nut 
jobs they ran into on a daily basis; mostly stoners and coke addicts. The coke 
addicts usually provided quite a bit of entertainment though, so Justin wasn’t really 
complaining about that. Nothing funnier than watching a guy lose his shit while 
tripping balls then lose his shit trying to get more cocaine to lose his shit and trip 
balls. It was a never ending cycle of losing one’s shit. 


Of course, that was only looking on the bright side of things. As | said, Maya lived in 
a bad neighborhood; such was what happened when you couldn’t afford to live a 
good life. They used to live in a nice house, or so Justin had been told, but then 
Maya’s father went comatose and shit all went downhill from there. Well needless to 
say, living in what was essentially the ghetto was pretty much asking for trouble, 
and sure enough, Maya’s house had been burglarized at one point. It was truly 
disgusting that someone would steal from the poor. Wasn’t it that you were 
supposed to steal from the people who didn’t need it? | guess there just wasn’t any 
honor amongst thieves anymore. Well anyway, they ended up losing a lot of money 
as a result, not to mention a lot of memorabilia; mostly of Maya’s father. She didn’t 
take it too well, a lot worse than the rest of her family anyway. She was really 
attached to her father, even the smallest thing that reminded her of him was oh so 
important to her. And yet, after that burglary, she only had one thing left to remind 
her of him. Justin didn’t know what, but he knew it was important to her. Perhaps 
that’s why she kept it such a secret. 


But that’s all a story for another time. As painful as it was to really think about what 
a shitty life Maya had to live, it wasn’t important when some psychopath was 
barking questions at Justin like some sort of conspiracy theorist. In a way, Justin 
kind of wished Maya was here. She was better at dealing with crazy people, partially 
because she had to live in an area practically full of them for years, partially 
because she was a bit crazy herself. Not crazy in the writing prophecies on the wall 
way, | mean; | just mean that she was into all those crazy theories. She totally 
believed crop circles and the Lockness Monster and all of that stuff. Hell, Justin was 
almost entirely convinced she believed in the illuminati. Justin watched with great 
confusion, and also just a hint of anger and fear, as the stranger only seemed to get 
closer in his attempts at interrogating the boy. 


“What part of the body do you use to test DNA? What's the best way to obtain 
someone's email address? What ten things can you learn from footprints?” Question 
after question began to barrage Justin. He just wanted to know why the hell this 
person even needed to know this shit; why he was asking some random kid about 
all of this. Justin wouldn’t be surprised if this was just the CIA’s way of seeing if 
Justin knew too much. Of course, that never happened, and it would be stupid to 
ever assume that was actually what was going on. It would just be mildly amusing 
given the circumstances. Well, until they shot him in the face anyway. That would 
be less funny. As it stood however, nothing about this was funny; just headache 
inducing. | mean, who just comes up to a kid and asks these kinds of questions? If 
Justin was smart he would have walked away a while ago, but goddamn, now he 
was curious if this guy was going somewhere with this or if he was just crazy. 


“Jesus fuck, man! One question at a time!” Justin shouted with annoyance before 
rubbing his forehead, trying to ease the tension in his head right now. The crazy 
older gentlemen seemed mildly annoyed by the outburst, or perhaps more so his 
refusal to answer. Not that Justin was trying to sidestep the question, even though 
he should have given this was some weird guy who came out of nowhere to ask 
questions that sounded like shit out of a spy movie, he was just trying to figure out 
what the hell this guy was saying without being bombarded with a hundred more 
questions than the one initially asked. “What was the first question again? 
Something about DNA, right? You don’t take it out of any part; it’s in your body 
fluids, primarily blood.” Justin sighed after a moment. Whoever said listening to his 
father go on and on about forensics was a bad idea? Well, if all it was for was 
answering questions for strange conspiracy theorists that come out of nowhere, 
then yes; yes it was a bad idea. All the same, the strange man seemed pleased by 
Justin’s response, as if he had practically solved the riddle of the sphinx. Perhaps 
the lunatic hadn’t quite realized that DNA was basic forensics, if not basic biology. 
Hell, Justin bet even Chie knew this shit, and that’s coming from a girl who couldn’t 
memorize the material they went over in school to save her life. 


“| see, | see. It seems your family name proceeds you. You are quite an interesting 
young man.” The man remarked, eyes darting up and down Justin’s entire body as if 


to examine him based on physical appearances alone. Which really wasn’t helping 
Justin’s prior pedophile theory. But that wasn’t important right now. What was 
important was that a strange man had just claimed to know about the boy’s family; 
and given the questions, he was going to guess he knew his father was an FBI 
agent. But how would someone in Inaba know that? And more importantly, what did 
it have to do with Justin. 


“My family name? Hold on, what the fuck are you talking about. How the hell do you 
know anything about that!” Justin shouted with annoyance, getting in the 
gentleman’s face. If he didn’t like the answer he got, he was going to smash this 
fucker’s teeth in, that was for sure. There were very few rules when interacting with 
Justin: Don’t be an idiot, don’t be a dick, and most importantly, and most recently 
broken by this stranger, don’t talk about Justin’s father. It was a sure fire way of 
walking out with one of your nuts missing. The gentleman wasn’t fazed by Justin’s 
threat though, the menacing look in Justin’s eyes daring him to say something Justin 
didn’t want to hear, just to give him an excuse. Business was business after all, and 
a good businessman knows when there’s a deal in the making. A good salesman 
doesn’t walk away with no for an answer. 


“| know you. And | know you know a certain boy detective.” The stranger paused for 
a moment before shoving his hand into his pocket, shuffling around for something in 
his pocket. At first Justin was ready to pounce the mother fucker, expecting this to 
be an attempt at offing Justin. | mean why else would it matter if his father was a 
cop? Why else would he be shifting his hand into his pocket like that. Why, none 
other than to give him a letter of course. Justin was needless to say very confused; 
though he would be lying if he said he didn’t think the letter was connected to the 
ones him and Yu had received at first. Of course, not every unmarked envelope was 
involved in a crime. Well this one was, but not the same crime Justin had been 
thinking of and most certainly not one he needed to be watching his back for. Hell 
he wasn’t even involved; he was just a person of reputable, trustworthy character. 
At least in the department of getting things done. All he had to do was deliver a 
letter; whether he wanted to join the game of cat and mouse or not was entirely up 
to his own freewill. “Deliver this to him. He will understand.” 


“You can’t be serious. And you'll answer my fucking question if you want to keep 
your teeth in one place!” Justin shouted back still irritated. He wanted to know how 
this fucker knew about his family, and he wanted to know right now, or so help him 
god when someone called the police for witness protection, Justin wasn’t going to 
be the one getting protected from this creep, but rather the other way around. The 
stranger smiled a sly grin for a moment before turning around, continuing to ignore 
Justin’s temper tantrum. He wouldn’t dare act now; not when his curiosity had been 
peaked by the article in his hand; and the stranger was well aware of that. 


“All in due time. Good day, then.” The stranger remarked, continuing to keep a brisk 
pace as he steadily made his way past the furious temper and on his way. The 


game was now in motion, now it was his opponents turn to roll the dice. Justin 
stared at the stranger as he walked away, heart beating quickly with a combination 
of anger and fear. He didn’t know why this bastard knew his family... but it couldn’t 
have been good. His eyes slowly shifted to the envelope, eyes shaking as he stared 
at the paper slip. Whatever this was, it seemed Naoto had been involved in some 
way. And in a way, that pissed Justin off. He glared slightly as his eyes rose back to 
where the stranger had stood but a moment earlier. 


“Whoever you are... whatever you know... | will find you... and | will have the truth.” 


